
The Clarion. Pmne Guidance. "You can giw dawn themine t'day, Hugo.
I be gawu' dawn. I'll tak' 'ee wi me."

Excitement Is welcome to all boys, and tt
was especially we'rome to nie; but there wasThe Clarion.
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"And what does he do with it now?"
"He goes out fishing sometimes, when he's

got the time. Sometimes he gives us a treat
He took me out in it once."

"Did you like it?"
"Oh, yes."
"Would you like to go again?"
"What now
"Yes, now. Suppose we take the boat and

pull out for a bit; it would be good fun bet-
ter than staying here."

She hesitated. There was evidently such
a difference in the size of John Rudd and
me.

"Do come," I urjred; "the oars are here
ready, and I can pull as well as John Kudd."

Still she hesitated, but yielded finally. We
pushed out the boat together, aud I pulledout on to the dead calm sea. How pleasantit was there, with the sun pouring its golden
beams upon us, and the water smiling around
and gently lapping the boat's side! Annie
took off her gloves and trailed her fingers in
the water; then she leaned over and looked
down Into the emerald depths below, while
my eyes again swept the prospect inland.

Everything was distinguishable from the
sea, the low-lyin- g flats stretching black and
desolate beneath the warm summer sky the
village, which, from my present point of
vantage, seemed but a handful of houses
thrown in a hollow, just beyond ttie cottage
where destiny had placed me. 1 also per-
ceived now that there were numerous oilier
ctages scattered about the morass, and

The following Kriaon tu preached by Dr. C E
W. DoUds, in hi pulpit at Oolambuj, Uln., July
18, 1S, and U printed from a phonographic report

ade hj Mia Fannie A. Camp, oneo! the popUa
the Slate Industrial College and Institute. MuJ
Fanny has been studying phonography only duringthe pant leasionof thin noble Institution, and we giveme sermon as an illustration of the good work done
la the Institute.

" The Lord shall guide thee euirtinuailv, and sat-M- T

thy aoul." Isaiah, 54:11.

Suppose you were in some strange and
trackless forest. You wandered far, and
night was coming on. Hungry, fainting,and ierishing, you knew not where to go,nor how to find your way out of the
tangled wood. How you would welcome
some guide! How you would rejoice to
nave some one come and say. "I will lead
you to safety, and where you will fh.d
continual protection." I say you would
welcome that guide. Ruch is the wilder- -
nes of this world; and gurrounded by
unseen dangers and entirely insufficient
to protect himself, i the reoresentation
of man in this world of struggles acd
trials. In this world of sin, many men
are forgetting their guide, and trustingmat their own wisdom will Lead them
out of the danger. This reminds me oi
some travelers in Switzerland. They de
termined to make their own way up the
Alps, and refused to accept a guide.
Early in the-- morning they started, and
went on and on, until finally they found
themselves above the clouds, and discov
ered that they were lost and night was
coming ou; and there, in the tangledwilds ot the mountain, they had to re
main until the rejected guide came and
led them out of their danger. Only the
other day I read of a party who went
into the Mammoth Cave. A few deter
milted to wander around without the
knowledge of the guide; soon they found
ihemselevs lost. tionie of the ladies
fainted from fear, and several came near
ialling into Echo river, from which, n
ihey hail, no echo ot their late woulu
ver have been heard. After a while
heir absence was noticed, the guide set

out in search of them, and thev were
found. This illustration shows how
much, in this world of danger, we neeu

me spiritual guide, and God offers to
be this guide. He comes to us in the
anguage of the text, and nays, I will

continually guide thte and hatisty thy
soul.

In one sense God is the director of all
hings and all events in heaven, earth

and hell. The text relers to a special
uidance, not that general guidance just

mentioned; but to that gracious guid- -

auee given only to those who put them-
selves in His hands and ask for that di- -

ine guidance which is the promise of
this text. Ihe Psalmist says that the
teps of the good man are ordered by the

Lord." There is a spiritual guidance
hich satisfies his soul and leads him

ii to satety trom the dangers which
threaten.

Now this guidance is a wise guidance,
rom an sirmy parties of men are sent
ut to reconnoitre; ana those ot you
ho fought in the laie war remember

how earnestly a competent guide was
sought, how he was followeu through
he country ana how much the success

the expedition depended upon him.
u the divine guldauce there is no doubt
bout this wisdom, tiod says, 1 will
uide thee with mine eye." That ex
ression means that He is capable of

eading and protecung us in the midst
f every danger. I his guidance is prom- -

sed if we will only accept it.
ihen it is necessarily a protecting

uidance. We want a guide that is

strong and brave, and will not desert us
n tunes ot danger, trod says lie wili

lead iiito paths of pleasantness and
eace, and will guide us all the way, if

we but lovingly and obediently follow
Him. The promise of the text is, "I
will euide thee continually," and the
counterpart of that promise is found in
the words ot the 'aiuust "I win he tny
guide even unto death. in every lime
of need and in every question with

hich we have to deal, it devolves upon
s as Christians to ask God to lead us;

and God pity that Christian who dares
to do anything without going down

pon his knees and asking God to lead
lin that he may periorm ins uuiy

aright.
Ibis is not a guidance ior limes oi

trouble only; but iu the night and in
the day, in the darkness and in the
light, iu danger and safety, we need the
same guidance, and all through life,

own to the grave, Uod has promised to
lead us.

All the way my Saviour lead me:
What have 1 to ask beside?

Can 1 doubt His tender ajiercy.
Who thro' life has been my guide?

When my spirit, ctoth'd immurtal,
W iua its flight to rehus of day,

This my bouk through endless ages
Jesus led uie all the way.

But how does God guide his people?
have already intimated that He guides
s bv His providence. Although we nay

not see this guidance all the time, yet
He is leading, and marking .out the way.
Down in the valley there is a fog which

prevents us from seeing clearly; but if
we go up on the mountain lop, we snan
see the sunshine all about us. So it is
with the Christian; if he could rise
above the fog of this world s troubles

nd cares he would see the love oi uod
Inning all around him. God has said

He will send the Comforter to us, and
there is a w..rld of meaning iu that word
Comforter." Ihe Greek word trans- -

ated thus cannot be properly expressed
n one English word, but it means that
he Holy Spirit comforts by instructing
ud euidinK the Christian, inotigu vroa
uides us oy tiis jioiy oim, uss
lso given us His Holy Word, and by
his blessed book, bv every word that

God has spoken, we are to seek to be led
nt. all holiness, tsy inis we are to
e cuided, and we may know, that we

will be safe when we have committed
uirselves to the guidance of His Divine
Word. Now often times this guidance
may be invisible; but, just as surely as
the oillar of cloud guided the children
of Israel by day, and the pillar of tire by
night, so certainly does Uoa guide those
who follow His divine will.

The text savs "He shall satisfy thy
soul," and it means that the soul of man
is satistied only wnen ji is guiueu uy mc
divine will. Neither infidelity, nor any

f the pleasures of this world, can sat
sfy the longings ot the soul. Only this

gospel can do H. uoa neip us iui
morning to lit t up our nearts ana say
"We wil toiiow Ihee. dinner, mis
Leader effers to guide you and to give
vu life everlastine. Come this day
and give your heart to Him, and heaven
shall be your hnal home, tie snan icau
you down into the dark valley here
friends cannot go with you. There
comes an hour when the breath will
trrow fainter and fainter, and you will go
down into the depths of the grave; you
have to go alone or go with Jesus, ne
promises to go with you through the
grave, and into the better land. God

help you to t&Ke inis uuiae to uay uu
walk with Him through life and find a
home with Him in heaven. Amen.

Charity as an Object of Study.
An apostle once wrote, "Let love be

without dissimulation." Had he lived
in our day, he might have thought it
quite as important to say. "IJt love be
without sentimentality." In looking
over the reports of charitable institu-
tions especially purely voluntary ones

struck the utterwe are frequently by
absence of any attempt to deal in what
mirht be called a scientific manner
with the facts that come within their
scope. Instead of this, we have any
amount of sentimentality and gush,
pious aspirations of thanks to Provi-

dence, considerable laudation of the
officers engaged in the work of the in-

stitution, and long lists of donations,
with the names of the donors, of course.
Now, we would cheerfully exchange all
this for a little information likely to be
servicable in a scientific poinj of view.

Say it is an "orphans' home. Vi hat
we should like to know in connection
with the operations of such an institu-

tion may be roughly indicated under
tho following heads: 1. In regard to
each inmate, whether he or she is really

mhTi or not 2. If - so, how the
condition of orphanage and depend--
ance arose, 3. How it happened that

oi.I..... frnm friends or relatives was
1M M itl
not forthcoming whether, for example,
the existence of a convenient asylum

t he ornhan could be pnt had
nvthino-tod- o with the child's being

placed there rather than otherwise pro--r . , . , 4 WUn. ftftVkSta CEn,video ior. " "
flnw from the absence of parental al- -

fAtion and influence. 5. What the spe
cial influences of the home or asylum
seem to be in different classes, 6. What
ti, atiWrinent course in life of children
released from the home has been. Pop
ular Science Month y.
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MISSING LINKS.
FOURTH OF JULY.

Ten little fimrcra toying with a mine
B"(f! w-- the powder, and then there wer

.Vine little finders fixing rockets gtrniirbt
Z,p! a kick baoaward, and then there wereei?bt.

Kiirbt little I) Hirers pointing- up to Heaven
Roman candle busted," aud then there werev Tin.
Seven litttle flnirers punk and powder mixI'uuk was ignited, and then there were six.

x little flnrer for a "siatter" striveone went oil with it, and then there were five.
Five little BnKers loading for a roar
Umirn! went the cannon, and then there werelour.

Four little flower with a pack made free
ra-- went a crack--- , and then there werethree.

Three little finders, found the fuse burned
tjiu

li'imlihheli too previous, and then there weretwo.

Two little finders havinir lots of funI'mtol explo-Jed- , and then there was one.
One little finder fooling with a
ludu't know 'twas loaded, and then there waanone.

Detroit Free rress.
The Lick telescotw at San Francisco,

when finished end set in jiosition, will
have cost $164,850.

Tool rooms arc pronoumeed disorder-l-y
houses hv a decision of the Court of

Appeals of Kentucky.
Foster, of Ohio, expectsto com some thousands on the natural

gas industry in Ohio.
Mr. Cable stirred the Creoles up so

that they have funned a "Creole Asso-
ciation of Louisiana."

Mr. 15. P. Shillabor (Mis. Partington)still goes alwut ou crutches, hut his
general health is excellent.

Mrs. Webster, the widow of Kzekiel,
Daniel Webster's brother, still lives, in
health, at Waitham, Mass.

Mrs. Allen of Liverpool has presented
Queen Victoria witli a parasol of satin
made by a poor Irishwoman.

The famous Hereford bull, "I,ord
Wilton." which died recently, won over
$100,0"') in prizes during his life.

Senator Jveuna, age ;S, is the only
member of tiie Senate under 40 years
of age, and there are fourteen others
under 60.

I'enzon, the French lion-tame- r, keeps
his money in a box in his lion's cage.
The lion makes a very safe banker when
not overfed.

A Mexican died the other day who
was followed to the grave by eighty-seve- n

sons and daughters, and had
buried thirteen.

All along the Newfoundland coast
salmon and codfish are more abundant
than for many years. The fish seem to
bo in a state of semi-starvatio- n, and
are easily caught.

The Dowager Duchess of Montrose,
the famous English sporting woman, is
.said to have won .i'.",0h in a single
race at the last meeting at Ascot. fche
backed "IxjvcdOne."

Of Ii. 15. Hayes' children. Webb is a
trunk-mak- er at Cleveland, Burchard is
practicing law at Toledo, Rutherford is
teller in a savings bank at Fremont,
anil Fannie and Scott ate at school.

Senator Mitchell, of Oregon, says that
Portland is one of the wealthiest cities
in the Lulled Suites. Jt has at least
twelve millionaires and a large num-
ber of men who are worth over half a
million.

The lato Tukaji Boa- Holka, Mahara-
jah of Imlore, was a giant in physical
frame, anil was said to be able to eat a
whole wild boar at a single meal, lie
was also a particularly shrewd operator
on the Stock Exchange.

A little negro calied at Mar-
shall, Mo., whoso father was a soldier
and was killed in the war, recently re-

ceived 1, 500 pension money, His" first
purchase was a .) finger-rin- g, his sec-
ond a $;!00 horse and buggy.

Alexander H. Stephens' old home,
"Liberty Hall." has been purchased by
the Stephens Monument Association, but
a debt of $10,000 still remains ou it,
which the committee hopes to pay by
soliciting dollar subscriptions.

Hook Lore has a capital pajxsr ou the
c heap movement in literature, wherein
it is showu that it began as long ago
as the time of Martial, whose thirteenth
book of "Epigrams" (transcribed)
was retailed at not much over 12 cents
a copy.

In Union Township, Ohio, is a mound
H feet high and 00 feet iti circumfer-
ence, and a party of explorers, under
the auspices of the Peabody Museum are
digging in it. They have already found
Hint knives and arrow heads and many
skeletons.

The French Government has present-
ed a gold medal to M. Dupuisch, a com-

mon porter in Paris, in recognition of
his "extraordinary devotion in giving
his blood in operations of transfusion
of blood, thereby saving the lives of sev-

eral persons." During the last three
years the gallant porter has braced the
perilous ojeration seven times.

Washburn Wright, 7 years old. was
going through a pasture near Mulberry
Grove, 111., the other day, when a big
bald eagle swooped down, grabbed him
by tho jacket, and actually lifted him
from the ground. The boy yelled, the
cloth ripped, and the boy's father, rush-

ing to the rescue, drove away the king
of birds, who wanted to make a Gany-
mede of the youth.

"Can you tell us," said one of three
old ladies in a Washington street car
as it Dassed the Interior Department,
"whether Secretary Lamar has hisoilice
in that building?" "Madam," said
Secretary Lamar himself, who sat di-

rectly opposite them, "I think he has."
But ho did not follow them out of the
car. For the time being he preferred
to go on to the Capitol.

Thomas Cunningham, an English
man, while swimming at Fortress Mou
roe, was in danger of drowning a quar-
ter of a mile from shore. Dr. Irving
C. Kosse, formerly surgeon of the Arctic
exploring steamer Corwin, was near
him and went to his rescue. 'If you
obey my orders," he shouted, "I'll save
you. If you don't ITI let you drown."
The Englishman obeyed orders ana tno
doctor towed him to tho shore.

c 1 V. 1' nr.a in
tho open window at Kankakee, 111.,

whon . hawk swooned down on it.
The two fell to the earth and & sharp
fight followed, m which the hawk found
h had his match. The parrot as he
fouo-h- t called for help, and Mrs. Bur
chard came to the rescue of her pet
with a potato-mash- er and mashed the
hawk. The parrot was none the worse
for wear, and said at once: "Polly wants
a cracker."

A writer in the Criftc says: "I am in
formed by one thai knows that Thomas
Hughes' life of Peter Cooper will never
be published. Not because it will never
ha written, for it has been written and
thA marmsermt out into type. Indeed,
fiftv monies of the book were actually
printed, but they were suppressed by
the familv of Mr. Cooper before it got to
the public They did not think it quite
eulozistic enough, l oeueve. Auey
wntl nn criticism, and because there
was a little in the book, though of the
gentlest sort, it could not be print
ed." -

A quiet passenger in the smokingar
onino- - out of Providence the other day.
whom several of those seated nearest
him had noted was blind, spoke up,
after a consultation with his companion
and Lkid "if anvbodv here would take
a hand in a game of whist" A smile
that was almost audible went around
the n.r ana an amused murmur was
prvoked at the other end when the word
reached them that there was a blind
man aboard who wanted somebody to
play whist with him. A party was
made up. however, and in it the whole

of thA car was concentratea.
And Mia blind man and his partner led
their adversaries fifteen points in about
as many minutes, playing with ft pack
of cards with raised "spots," the three
Plaverii who had their eyesight naming
their cards as they played them. Prow-- .
dene Journal. ,

A small boy was detected by a st5T
farmer in one of hia cherry trees. The
farmer made the bov come down, and
talked very seriously to him about the
sinfulness of stealing. The boy answer-
ed indignantly: "Now, you just count
them cherries over a rain and see it
there is one of 'em missir before y"i
insinuate tint I toe -

one cloud on my sunshine, when I looked
up and saw that my cousin Annie was as
white as a sheet and trembling violently.

"Doo't father, don't P she said, piteously.
My father laughed.
"Lor a ipiissry, Annie, w hat a fmwhtened

little woman you'm gettin'!' he said. "Wha,
you aru't like a miner's lass, Annie. W e
must mat' the lad a man, nawt a milksop.
Naw then. Hugh, hurry up, and get ready,
we'm nawt got much time to lose P'

The firsi thing to be done was to attire my-
self in one of my mice's mining suits of
flannel, and possess myself of one of his
broad felt bat. This was soon done. I was
now a man in all but years, and I managed
to cut a tolerable figure in my uncle's clothes;
indeed, w hen I made my reappearance In
the kitchen, he declared, with a nod of ap-
proval, that I looked every inch a miner. It
was a proud moment for me; now, for the
tirst time, 1 felt mv manhood up.ui me, and
I laughed with my uncle Annie's pale
cheeks kiiiI my aunt's sad eyes.

My uueie handed me half a dozen candles,
which he told me U put into uiy pocket then,
with a merry uod to Uie womenfolk, we start-edi- t

was no ea-- y matter to get to the entrance
"of the mine, not being able to go straight to
the shafts as in the case of mines on level
ground. First of all we had to mako GUI

way to the counting-house- , in w hich I sat at
my daily toiL The way was long and diffi-

cult to travel, ou account of the accumula-
tion of mining gear we had to pass; long
chains stretched out over bell cranks, wood-
en platforms looking like battered remnants
of wrecks, yet supporting large beams of
timber and heavy coils of rope. Here and
there was a little creaking shed, there a
broken-dow- n post or two, and there again
we had to wind round by the rocky path
amidst chains and cables anil ascending
loads.

I, having to travel this road every day of
my life, was well accustomed to it, and I ac-

cordingly followed on my uncle's footsteps
without much feeling of curiosity or joy ; but
when we had passed the counting-house- , as-

cended the cliff, and gained the trap-doo-r

entrance to the mine, my heart began to beat
with anticipation. ,

Here we both paused.
"Y'ou'll keep a straw tig head," said my

uncle, looking at me. "'Twill be a bad busi-
ness if you begiu to tramble like our Annie.
Are you sure you ain't afraid, lad'"

"Not a bit," I returned; then, looking at
the ladder which was set at the entrance of
the mine, 1 aked, "Shall 1 go first?"

"Bide a bit, bide a bit, lad!" lie returned.
"Gi's one o' tham candles."

1 did so, whereupon he Jit it and stuck it
into my hat, then he lit another for himself;
after this fie began to descend the first lad-
der, and I followed him.

The first object f was conscious of was the
huge beam of a steam-engin- e, which worked
ou my right, alternately bowing and rising,
and heavily straining at the deluge of water
which it lifted. On the other side, through
boanls, the chinks of which admitted Just
t i 1. 1 . .nm.i, , r . 1 .1... i i i

to show the passage, 1 saw the loaded tubble
or bucket, rushing pat its descending com-
panion.

We were now between twoshafts,descend-in- g

from stage to stage; the daylight was
completely gone, and we depended solely on
our candles, w hich threw but a faint light
into the gloomy abyss below.

After descending two or three ladders,
which were almost erpendieu!ar, w e came
to a platform, and nuule a halt

"Waal, lad?" said my uncle, holding his
flickering candle above his head, and look-
ing into my face.

1 laughed, and hastened to assure him it
was all right though, in reality, I began to
feel some of my cousin's misgiving. We
rested a second or two, the halt indeed being
made more for me than for my guide; then
my uncle took another lighted candle, and
stuck ft into my hat

"Naw, lad." said lie, "come ou wi' a will;
lay hawld o' the sides o' the ladder, and ha'
a care.

1 promised to obey him, and we recom
menced our descent, he going first and I fol-

lowing. We went down first one ladder
and then another, till again we came to a
platform and rested.

What's below?" 1 asked of my uncle, who
was again regarding me curiously, trying to
detect if possible any sign of fear or shrink
ing in my face.

What's belaw, lad?" he said. "Wha, the
water drained from all the mine, the pumps
at wark pumping it awt, and p'raps a cart-
load o' rattling human bawns."

We descended a couple more ladders
and landed again, this time to traverse one
of those side galleries in which the nit
abounded. It was about seven feet high, but
so narrow that two persons, if thin, could
just squeeze past one another. The only
light now was that afforded by our candles,
which flickered in the hot sickly, damp
vapor which floated about us.

1'he fetid air of the place was beginningto tell upon me, my breath became labored,
tha perspiration streamed down my face,
while mud and tallow , and iron drippings
were visible on my clothes. My uncle, who
was similarly bespattered to myself, but who
was breathing more freely, recommended a
rest 1 sat down on the floor while he set
himself to replenish the candles, which had
nearly flickered out
, Sitting thus in the stillness, I became con-
scious of a strange moaning and soughing
sound. After listening Intently, I asked my
uncle what it w;is.

"It's the sue," h returned; "It be rolling
up thar above our heads."

to br fftvi ivrrn.

A Hear That Couid Head Knglish.
Mr. William Case, proprietor of the

hotel at Tobvhanna, reeentJv mi a trap.
and a few days later a few of his friends
who were surveying in the woods found
the trap with a lare bear in it He
was a savage cuss, and tne men had no
weapons save a small hatchet They
hewed down a few saplings, which
made pretty 'stout clubs, and with these
and the hatchet '

they dispatched the
critter. Ihev tnen skinned bruin and
replaced him in the trap. When Case
next visited the trap he was astonished
to find a skinned bear in it He was a
little mad at tirsf, but the joke was ex-

plained to him and all was right
"V by, the lobvhanna region is full

of bears," said the hunter. "Mr. Case
has frequently jrt on the trail of one
cu.--s who can stand on Ins tiind legs and
bite oil" a sapling seven and one-ha- lf feet
high.

"But the funniest bear I know of is
one in that neighborhood that can read
English plainly. An old Poeono moun
tain hunter named Bailey got on the
trail of a verv wilv bear and tried hard
to capture him. lie used lit) about a
Hundred and fifty pounds of good meat
n setting his trap, but bruin would paw

around until he'd snrunz the trap and
then walk off. Daily discovered that
when the bear came to the trap he
wouid walk around it several times be-

fore he would venture in. He hit upon
a plan which he thought would surely
outwit his bearship. He set his trap on
the outside of the little shed of saplings
which covered the meat thinking that
in snooting around the place Mr. Bear
would "put his foot in it' Fearing that
some hunter would accidentally step in-
to the trap he wrote a warning on the
paper in which he carried the meat to
the woods and tacked it to a tree near
by. It read, 'Look out for the trap set
outside. In a day or two he went to the
place to see the result of his little
strategy and to his surprise found the
trap sprung and the meat gone. He
looked at the tree, and to his utter dis-

gust found where the bear had con-

temptuously chewed off his warning no-
tice, and fragments of the paper were
scattered over the ground." Scranton
Pa.) Truth.

Tbe Classics in Demand.
This '

part of California has got to
look out Southern California is com-

ing up so fast that we shall not have
time to turn around before they have
a college with a president and a whole
raft of professors. There's a place in
Southern California where the classics
are already in demand. For years this
place has drifted along without paying
the faintest attention to either the past
or the future of the rest of the world,
but they are awake pow. They have
already got a full-blow- n stationery and
book store. Xow, when a community
gets to that point where its ladies can
go and buy note-pap- er with a handsome
monogram and envelopes to match,
where already they are using the sealin-

g-wax and the initial stamp that you
can never quite make out they be-

coming of almost metropolitan 'import-
ance. But if the book man could keep
np with them it would be more danger-
ous. He was in his store of learning

; the other dav when a gentleman who
i was a month or two ago an eastern --

j tourist, but who is now a Californian,
entered. . ' " --

t ton mit Homer Thad?
I beg your pardon, sir, I don't keep

f tniufiomM.
Homer's 'idad' is an alleged poem.
Indeed! ;W ho is it bv?

"Pope."
"OhrPopA Ah! if you had only

mentioned that it was one of Pope
.t..t i 1V11. of course, I can hr y

be esp sd, you know, to be frr
with all their names.' -- 3
Chronicle.
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A PAPElt RAILROAD TIE.
Durable, Light, and Klaetlc Hopes of Its

Inventor.

"That is a railroad tie." It was of
the regular size and polished as smooth-

ly as a piece of Italian marble. The
grain waa so fine and the whole appear-
ance so artistic that it might easily
have been taken for a chip from a pil-
lar of a Grecian temple instead of such
a practical thin;; as a railroad tie.
Ihe speaker was a short, stout, sad--
faced man, with a large head and over-- i

hanging brows, and was the inventor t

of this sleeper, and in his little
office m I ulton street there were many
models of cars and railroad tracks
scattered about "This," said he, as he
patted the railroad tie lovinglv, "is the
result of years of labor, and" I believe
now that it is perfect. It is made of

which I believe is to enter to a
fiaper, extent in all building operations
at no distant day. The great enemy to
the use of paper for many things is
moisture, and in my invention, of
course, a means had to be discovered to
prevent dampness from having the
slightest effect, as a railroad tie being in
the ground is subjected constantly to
it, and a rotten tie might cause the loss
of many lives and much property. The
process of manufacture is secret to a
certain" extent, but the tie is absolutely
fire and water proof. There; I will
throw a piece of the prepared paper in-

to the fire. You see it w ill not burn. I
have submerged it for weeks and
months in both hot and cold water,
and the moisture has never been found
inside the surface,

CON.SKQCEXTLY IT CAS NOT KOT.

"Though apparently as hard as iron,
an ordinary spike can be driven into it
without difficulty, and when the spike
is in position the material is of such a
nature that it closes around the iron
and holds it so firmly that it can never
be shaken loose. There is also a cer-
tain amount of spring in the tie, and
when there is a load on it it operates as
a sort of cushion and takes away a cer-
tain amount of jar from running cars.
Under certain conditions, by slightly
altering the combination of materials,
the paper can be made so hard that it
will turn the edge of the hardest tool
without being more than scratched.
The ordinary wooden tie will last about
five years under the most favorable con-

ditions, while the paper tie will stand
any kind of weather for at least thirty
years.

"The paper used is generally made of
straw, though almost any kind of fiber
will do as well. " Straw is preferred be-
cause it can be easily obtained and the
supply is unlimited. There tire mills in
the West where the straw is made up
into boards. It is a large industry, and
was first started to utilize the waste
straw in the vast West for fuel, instead
of wood. This is a paying business,
and fortunes are being made out of
what only a few years ago was thrown
away or burned up as useless. These
boards are put together in layers, and
after being treated with a liberal dose of
cement are put under a tremendous
pressure in a hydraulic machine. This
forces the atoms together in a solid
mass. Under pressure a dozen boards
will take the place of one. ' Heat is also
an agent in the manufacture of paper
ties, and they are thoroughly baked in
an oven at a high tenperature. Under
the present imperfect conditions and
appliances it takes considerable time to
make a tie, but with everything built
in accordance with my plans they can
be turned out quicker than they can be
cut from trees and at

A MUCH LESS COST.
"The number of wooden ties used

every year to construct new and repair
old roads is enormous and is a large
element in the disappearance of forests
in this country. It is my belief from
what I know of paper that it is destined
to take the place of wood in many
things, and this will give protection to
our forests. Legislation can never pro-
tect the forests as long as there is such
a largo demand for wood.

"Tne strength and durability of
paper is well shown in car wheels made
of this material. It makes an iron
wheel sick to contemplate a light paper
wheel running for years after it has
been thrown away as useless. Paper
will not only take the place of wood,
but also of a good many metals and
stoneware. A portable paper bath is
one of the latest ideas, and pots, plates,
knives, forks, stoves, and engines made
of paper have a "large and increasing
market. A largo part of tho beautiful
bronze ornameuts and statues seen in
public places and offered for sale in
stores devoted to the sale of ancient and
modern bronzes , are made of a compo-
sition the principal element of which is
paper or fiber. A man to-d- ay can wear
paper shoes and clothes, eat from paper j

dishes with paper knives and forks, i

served upon a paper table, sit on a paper
chair, sleep in a paper bed, in a room
carpeted with paper, wash in a paper
tub or bowl, live in a paper house, ride
in a paper car or carriage, sail in a
paper boat build up a fortune on paper;
and yet the industry is only in its in-

fancy. Are any railroads using my tie?
No. They all admit its usefulness, and
are willing to try it with a big 'if.
This means that I have to satisfy the
clique which is a part of every railroad
in this country in the purchasing de-

partment and the only way that this
can be done is to present them with,
your invention or a controlling interest
I am fighting against this and will try
to beat them, so that I can get some
benefit out of my labors." A'cw York
Iribune.

m e-- '

Presidents' Wives.

Washington wrote many and Ions
letters to his wife, which were full of
affection, but 'Lady" Washington
thought so much of these that she de-

stroyed them before she died. Only one
escaped the one in which he announced
his appointment as . Commander-in- -
Chief of the Colonial army. He begins
the letter "My dearest,"and closes it with
the statement that he is "with unfeign-
ed regard" her "very affectionate George
Washington." He used several times
in the letter his pet name for his wife,
which was "My dear Patsy," and says
he has made a will with which he doubts
not she will be pleased.

John Adams speaks oi his wile, Abi
gail, as the source of all his felicity.
His marriage with her continued for
fifty-thr- ee years, and its only pang
was found in absence and final separa-
tion.

President Pierce was so fond of his
wife that at 36 vears of age he resigned
his seat in the United States Senate be
cause Washington city aid not agree
with her health, and four years later he
declined the attorney-generalsh- ip in the
cabinet of President Polk for the same
reason, '

Gen. Grant and his wife were very
affectionate. Dr. Newman, his pastor,
tells me that each carried constantly a
lock of the other a hair, and Orant wore
throughout his married life a ring which
bis wife gave him during their engage
ment, tmring the general s last sic fit

ness his hngers became so emaciated
that the ring was taken off for a time.
When he was laid in bis comn uot r red
Grant put it on again, and he was
buried with a lock of his wife's hair in
his breast pocket...... ...

iTesident Arthur revered ine memory
of Mrs. Arthur. Her picture was hung
in his chamber at the White House, and
was by his orders- - decorated with a
wreath of roses every morning. Ha sat
in the pew she used to occupy at tt
John's Church while in Washington,
and he gave a memorial window to the
church in her honor. Frank (J. Qur-penl-

in Lippincolt. .

Ex-At- ty Gen. Little, of the Xenia
fO. district is one of the tallest men in
tjongress. tie is six ict ujk "
lono-- frame is bis-bone- d and muscular.
Hia bio-- head is Ion? and his complexion
and hair are dark. A lock of hair half
falls down anon his broad forehead,--

and his eyes look out from under
strono-lv-marke- brows. He is now 46
vears old. He represents the district
In which he was born, and he has been
& member of the Ohio legislature
teyor! times in the past

: :a are tr:t.jrs.

21, 1886.

"That young master, be Craigruddock.
We'll stawp there for a bit of sunimat to eat
and drink, and to gie the mare a .est"

When we entered the village of Craigrud-
dock our appearance caused no little stir.
John Rudd was evidently well known for
as the lumbering wagon went raiding down
the little street shock-heade- d children came
peeping out of the doorways, and here and
there a peasant woman made her appearance,
and nodded cheerfully to us as we went by.
For each and all John Rudd had a good-h- u

mored grin, which 1 thought broadened a
little as the wagon was pulled up with a jerk
before the door of the inn. Here, after some
little trouble, we got something to eat a few
boiled eggs, and some home-bake- d bread.
When the horse had been rested, we started
again on our Journey.

The warm day was succeeded by a cold
evening, and with the darkness had come
rain. I was glad to follow John Rudd's ex-
ample, to wrap myself well up in my over-
coat before 1 again took my seat behind the
mare. We jolted on again, covering what
seemed to me an interminable space. The
darkness rapidly increased, the rain contin-
ued to fall, and, worn out with fatigue, I fell
into a fitful doze.

I was dimly conscious of the wagon rolling
on, of John Rudd making occasional dis-

jointed remarks, rhythmical in character, to
which he evidently expected no reply, and
of certain stoppages, when John mysterious-
ly disappeared, and returned refreshed and
strengthened for his work.

At length, however, John Rudd's voice
aroused me indeed.

"Wawk up, young master," said he;"ve'm
gettin' pratty nigh your place."

I roused myself and looked about me, but
there was nothing to be seen. Darkness en-

compassed us on every hand; the wind was
sighing softly, making a sound like the dis-
tant murmur of the sea. Presently the wag-
on stopped. The carrier jumped down, and
waited for me to do the same; then he gave
a peculiar whistle as he went round to the
back of the wagon to haul out my trunk.

The whistle had Its effect The darkness
was suddenly penetrated by a light, which
seemed quite close to us, and a man's voice
called out in a broad country dialect:

"Be that you, John Rudd?"
"Iss, mate," returned Kudd. "You catch

hold o' the young gentleman. I ha' gawt the
bawx."

"Be this the lad'."" asked the voice, as I
felt a heavy hand laid upon my shoulder.

"Iss."
"Waal, my lad, you be welcome to St Gur-

lott's!"
The hand kept hold of my shoulder and

led me along. The next thing I became
conscious of was standing upon the thresh-
old of an open door, and of the voice of my
guide saying, heartily:

"Yar be he, Martha!"
Then another voice, that of a woman, an-

swered :

"Lawd love the lad; let's look at 'unr"and
then there was silence.

I found myself standing in the middle of a
quaint Cornish kitchen, gazing upon my
newly-foun- d friends. The individual who
had led me into the kitchen, and who turned
out to be my uncle, was a tall, broadly-bui- lt

man, dressed In a red-stain- suit of coarse
flannel, said suit consisting merely of a shirt
and a pair of trousers. His hands were big
and broad and very red, his head was thickly
covered with coarse black hair, and he spoke
the broadest of Cornish dialect in a voice of
thunder. Having finished my inspection of
number one,I glanced at number two name-

ly, my aunt She was a comely looking wo-
man of forty, very stout and motherly iu ap-
pearance. She wore a cotton dress, a large,
coarse apron, and a curious cap, not unlike
the coifs so popular in Brittan.

My amazement at the sight of these two
individuals was so strong that 1 could scarce-

ly force my lips to utter a word; but if my
surprise was great, theirs seemed greater.
After the first glance at me, they looked un-

easily at one another, the genial smile faded
from their faces, and the words of welcome
died upon their lips.

A pleasant interruption to all this was
John Kudd, who at this moment came in
with my trunk upon his shoulder and placed
it down on the kitchen floor, then wiped his
brow and opened his overcoat

"It's martal bad weather you'm brought
alang wi' ye, Mr. Kudd," said my aunt;
"yar, ha' summat to keep off the rain."

She handed him a glass of ale, which he
drank.

"Thank ye, missus," said he, drawing the
back of his hand across his mouth. Then he
made a dive into the voluminous folds of his
coat and produced a packet

"That be for you, missus," said he; "a lit-

tle present, wi' John Rudd's respects; tea
and sugar, wi' a suitable inscription o' my
awn making."

"Thank yon, Mr. Rudd," returned my
aunt taking the packet "You'm vary kind."

"Read the warses, missus; read the
warses !" said Mr. Rudd whereupon she pro-
ceeded to do so.

It was a proud moment for John Rudd; he
seemed to expand with pleasure. And
though to all intents and purposes he was
gazing upon Mrs. Pendragon, he rolled one
eye round my way, as if to watch the effect
upon me. When the reading was done he
smiled affably, while my uncle brought down
his open hand heavily upon his knee.

"Waal done, John, waal done !" cried my
uncle, heartily; while another voice, one
which I then heard for the first time, said:

"Oh, Mr. Rudd, what beautiful poetry you
do write I"

At the sound of the voice, all eyes, mine
amongst the rest were turned upon the speak-
er, whom I discovered to be a little girl some-wh- at

about my own age, or perhaps a trifle
younger, so pretty, and so quaintly dressed,
she looked like a little Dresden china shep-
herdess.

"Wha, Annie I" said my aunt
"I declare I'd forgot all about 'eel" my

uncle added. "Come yar, my lass, and say
how do ye do to yer cousin P

At this, the little girl came forward, and,
gazing earnestly at me, timidly offered me
her hand.

Suddenly, John Rudd, who had been fum-

bling about his coat again, produced another
packet, which he this time handed to my
cousin. She opened it and found it contain-
ed a brightly colored shawl and a sheet of
foolscap, on which some lines were penned.
Knowing Mr. Rudd's weakness, Annie pro-
ceeded to read the lines:
"To Annie Pendragon, who charms all behold-

ers.
John Rudd. of St Gurlott's, sends this for her

shoulders;
That she'll always be bappy, in sunshine and

In flood,
Tis the wish of her friend and admirer, John

Rudd."
Having read the verses, Annie fell to volu-

bly admiring them and the shawl; but Mr.
Rudd, feeling the praise too much for him,
gleefully took his departure. He paused at
th door, however, to give me a last look,
and to express a wish that we should become
better acquainted.

The moment be was gone, attention wi
again concentrated upon me. My aunt took
a good look at me, trying to find traces of my
mother and father In my face. My uncle dis
covered I was both wet and cold; while An
nie said:

"Why don't you give him hissupper,moth-er- ;

I'm sure he must be hungry after that
Jong ride wf Mr. Rudd."

Annie's suggestion was adopted, and we
all sat down to supper. While late, I had
leisure to look about me. The kitchen waa

large and homely in the extreme, with a
clean stone-pave- d floor beneath and great
black rafters above, from which hung flitches
of bacon, bundles of tallow candles, and
divers articles of attire. The ingle was great
and broad, with seats within it formed of

polished black oak, and the fire burned on
the open hearth. In one corner was a recess,
with curtains, containing a bed, which I aft-
erward discovered was to be mine for tha
night

Very little was said or done that evening.
' If I was astonished at the sight of my rela-tive- s,

they were equally so at the sight of
me. A sort of constraint came upon us alL
I was not sorry to find that they were very
early people, and that at ten o'clock they re-tir-

and left me to make myself as com-
fortable as I could in the press bed in the
kitchen. My head was aching, partly from
fatigue and partly from excitement, and no
sooner did I lay it upon the pillow than I
fell into a sound sleep.

CHAPTER T. -

I was awakened next moning by the sound
Of voices in the chamber, and looking forth
from my sleeping-plac- e, I saw my ancle,
seated in his stained flannel clothes, devour-

ing a substantial breakfast of tea and home-bake- d

cakes of my aunt's making, waited on
by little Annie, who, seen in the bright morn-

ing light, looked even cleaner and neater
than she had looked the night before.

"Lawd love'ee, little woman," my uncle
was saying, "who put that sart o' nawnsense
into your head: I warrant Tawm Penrud-doc- k,

or some other gomeril, ha' been up
here clacking to mother. Dawn't go dawn
the mine naw more? Why. the mine's bread
and butter, Tittles and drink, to you and
meP '

"Tom Penruddock says taint safe,father,w
returned Annie. "And Tom ought to know,
for he's worked there ever since be waa
bom." .

"He knaws no more than this chunk ef
bread, Lttle woman. He's the kUeet eLep o'
tie tizz. Tawm is. There. (Uwn't vou

A STRANGE RITE.
rhe Pious Exercise Performed by Mos-

lems Crazed with Hasheesh.

In Suakim I heard the Moslems at
this pious exercise, and the horror of it
was unforgetable, says Philip Robinson
in the Contemporary Review. On sev-
eral occasions, when the sound reached
me from afar, I thought it came from
one of the condensing steamers, and so
probably to the last did the great ma- -
jiritv of Ktrano-ers- . But one midnio-h- t

J wa9 making mv way back from a
frjend's quarters to my own when I
heard the spectral sound comin2 from
a direction opposite to the ships, l
stood and listened, and then determined
to follow it up. So in and out, up and
down the narrow, dark alleys of the na-
tive town, 1 wandered in chase of this
ventriloquial uproar. Passing along
between two high mud walls, I stum-
bled over a man who was crouching on
the ground, and at the same moment a
door opened and the whole volume of a
prodigious bark issued therefrom. Out
of the door came a negro, reeling as if
drunk, and fell in a heap by the side of
the man I had tumbled over. And then
I saw there were several others sitting
huddled up along the bottom of the
wall, groaning from time to time and
gasping in a most frightful manner. As
the door remained ajar, I peeped in,
and the spectacle presented was bo ex-

traordinary that I ventured to push it
wider and step inside into the large
courtyard upon which it opened. No
one noticed me, for every one was en-

grossed, as if bewitched, in the religious
function that was proceeding:. In the
center stood a dervish, with a book
from which he was chanting. On either
side, with torches in their hands that
flickered and spluttered as surely torches
never did before, stood two acolyte-lik-e

youths, who yelled a sort of accompani-
ment to the dervish's chant

Arranged in a great semi-oirc- le

around these officiating personages was
a ring of forty men, negroes and Arabs,
some bareheaded and nearly naked,
others in the complete costume of the
well-to-d- o. They were holding each
other's hands, and whenever the dervish
came to a pause the whole company
suddenly raised their joined hands, and
as suddenly brought them down again.
As they descended, every man bowed
his head as low as he could and gave a
deep, ventral "hough," The time they
kept was so exact that the forty barked
like one. On a sudden the dervish stop-
ped, the acolytes yelled afresh, and
then the company of devotees, pumping
with their arms and doubling up their
bodies, proceeded to a fearful competi-
tion of lungs. Still keeping in perfect
unison, the barking grew faster and
faster and faster still, until one by one
the huge, brawny, great-bone- d Africans
reeled and staggered out of the rinjr,
leaned against the walls, or fell exhaust-
ed, gasping and groaning, like heaps of
rags, upon the ground.

The contagious delirium of this amaz-
ing orgy was something dreadfid to be-
hold. A few still held out but faint
and mutlled in voice, and the torches
flashed and spluttered, showing the
fainting men lying all around the court
tossing their arms about and raving
until it seemed as if the devils had been-le- t

loose on the earth. My own sensa-
tions were extraordinary, for I, who
had only been looking on, felt actually
faint and out of breath, and I was glad
to get out of the court, with its reek of
men and stench of guttering torches.
As I went tho voices grew weaker and
weaker, and so died out altogether; the
man who gave the last grunt of all be-

ing the winner for the night of the
prize for piety. Next morning I was
told that my adventure had really been
one of considerable risk, as many of the
men in these barking exercises are mad
drunk with hasheesh, and the whole
company fanatically Mohammedan.
Hut 1 am glad I was not wise in time,
or I should never have seen one of the
most wonderful sights of mv life.

Dr. Bacon and the Columbia.
The Rev. Dr. Leonard Woolsey Bacon

let loose upon the celebrating Colum-bia- s

recently in the First Church of
Christ, New London. The text was: "Be
not drunken with wine, wherein is ex-

cess, but be ye filled with the spirit"
After a few preliminary remarks he
spoke of casting .out evil with good,
saying the vile and dirty sins of the
tongue grow rank and gross in the most
barren minds. They are hard to be dis-

placed, just in proportion to the intel-
lectual feebleness and incapacity for
anything better. We are bound to bear
this in mind when our indignation is
moved against vicious persons of this
class anil not to judge too harshly.

"I thought of it last night," said the
oreacher. "when 1 wakened, and was
kept awake in the small hours by a
few voung well, let us say gentlemen

who claim. I presume, to be college
students, howling and roaring their in-
decent blasphemies out of the windows
of the Crocker House. 1 was disposed
to be angry at firs until I began to ob-
serve not only the vile things they said,
but the things they did not say. Through
the whole of it not one syllable of
humor or pleasantry, or even the low-
est kind of smartness. There was the
dialect of the slums, of the gutters to be
sure, but a witless inanity, a vacuity of
all sense and cleverness, a vulgar
monotony of profane coarseness of
which tho street boys of the gutter
would be ashamed. Now it is not worth
while to expend too much indignation
over these poor fellows. They are in
the condition in which they must talk,
'and they are intellectually incapable of
anything better. Is it not obvious that
the first hopeful stage in the reforma-
tion is to secure, if possible some little
intellectual advancement? Send them
to the lockup or the house of correction
you say. No; it would be premature.
Treat them kindly. Send them to some
good institution for the feeble minded.
Train them with easy object lessons.
and exercise their rudimentary faculties
of observation and expression, and then
try to interest them in some other style
of talk than the dirty styles. But of all
things, don't be guilty of the wasteful
folly of sending them back to Columbia
College with the absurd expectation
that in their present stase of mental
development they will be able to ac-

quire the art of liberal education."
2ot one of the collegians heard this

ebullition. The reverend gentleman
came to fill the pulpit for the day: He
was about to register at the Crocker
House, where a happy and crazy crowd
of Columbia men grabbed hold of each
other, and dancing the can-ca- a in the
hotel vestibule shocked the divine from
Philadelphia by singing at the top of
their voices that rollicking song en-
titled "Son of a Gambolier." The dis-
seminator of the Gospel and the agita
tor lor the revision of the New .testa
ment made his escape and got back on
tho hoys as above. Boston iieraia. .

Met Hia Match.
Daniel Webster used to tell a story

about William Plainer, a famous New
Hampshire lawyer, who practiced in a
time when the judgments of the courts
of that stale were based rather upon the
system of local law to which the circum-
stances of the country had given birth
than upon the principles of thecommon
law of England. Mr. Piumer wa3 ex-

amining a noted quack doctor, who was
unwilling to testify, and from whom St
last no other reply could " be obtained
than "I don't kuow, sir." After Mr.
Piumer had received this evasive answer
several times he asked of the witness:

Can you say, doctor, on your oath,
that as "a physician you know any-
thing?" The", witness, discarding the
pretended ignorance with which he had
responded,- - drew him:-'- f up and said:
"I know, Sqiiir ; Piumer, as much about
medicine js you did about divinity
when you were a baptist preacher." The
court and the bar smiled,., and the audi-
ence laughed, but Mr. Piumer very quiet-l- v

remarked: "When I found that
preaching was not my proper business
I had sense enough to leave the pulpit
If you, doctor, had possessed aa much
sense, you would have discontinued the
practice of medicine years agrf and
saved me the trouble- - of exposing your
ignorance and presumption iu this
case." The laugh now was at the doc-

tors ex"-ns- e, and he was dismissed
from lie' md, crestfallen and dis- -

THE MASTER OF THE MINES!

BY EOBEET BCCHAJTAS.

cojcnscKD rao or last issue.

CHAPTER IV.
JOHN BCDD, POET AXT CARRIES,

Monster's was situated in the suburbs ot
Southampton. It was arranged, therefore,
that I should journey by a small steamer as
far as Falmouth, and thence by road to St
(rurlott's-on-Se- a. I was conducted to the
boat by Mr. Munster. On arriving at Fal-
mouth, after an uneventful passage, I was
met on board by a rough-lookin- g person.who
informed me that he had been deputed by
'Missus Pemlragon," to convey me and my
belongings to St Gurlott's.

What manner of man he was I could
scarcely tell, beyond realizing the fact that
he was of tremendous height that he wore a
white beaver hat and that his figure was
wrapped in an enormous frieze coat which
reached his ankles. He gave a glance at me,
and then said in a peculiar pipy voice:

"Come, lad, gie's the tip about your boxes,
and we'll move on; the mare's got a journey
afore 'un, and we'ni best nawt be late I"

1 moved aft and pointed out to him my
little trunk. He looked at it in much the
same way as a giant might look at a pebble,
put it quietly under his arm, and moved off
again, inviting nie to follow. We crossed
the gangway, and came on to the quay. Here
we found a large van, and a fat sleepy-lookin-g

roan horse. The wagon was roofed with
black tarpaulin, and on the side was painted,
in large white letters:
"joriX KUDO, CARKIEK, ST. GUKLOTT'S."

On coming up to the vehicle, my conductor
paused and disposed of my trunk, then, turn-
ing to me w ith a "Come, young master, jump
in," he gave me litt which summarily placed
me inside and on the top of my box; then,
befiire I had time to recover myself, 1 felt
that the wagon was jolting along.

What the day was like, and what sort of a
prospect we were passing through, I had not
the remotest idea; the tarpaulin and the
enormous ligure of the driver completely
shutting nie in from the world. I waited for
awhile, thinking, perhaps, my companion
might turn communicative and make some
suggestion as to my better disposal; but none
came. He, sat like a log, and, beyond a few
disjointed exclamations to the horse, uttered
not a sound.

As he evidently had no intention whatever
of hiking the slightest further notice of me,
I thought it best to approach him. I accord-

ingly shouted "Hi !" several times and gave
him a few vigorous pokes in the back; but
neither of these attempts producing ttie
slightest effect.I concluded he must be asleep.
I accordingly swung off the van behind, and,
running beside the horse, hullo'd to him
from the road.

This trick told better. Mr. Kudd, who
seemed, indeed, to have become oblivious of
the world, gradually turned his face toward
me and gazed at nie for a time with a vacu-
ous stare. Then ho pulled up the horse with
a jerk.

"The Lord preserve 'ee !" he said, "what's
the lad doin' thar'-."- '

I explained that I had swung out of the
wagon, !ecause it was not pleasant inside,
and added :

"Have you got room up there for two, Mr.
Riidd?"

Instead of replying to my question, he
gave a chuckle, and said:

"Yon'm a smart 'un ; Mr. Rudd, eh? Now,
haw did you come to knaw that thar young
master, eh?"

I explained that 1 had concluded from his
appearance that he must be the master of the
van, upon which "John Kudd" was painted;
but he only chuckled again and piped:

"You'm a little 'un to be such a scholard!"
As I saw he was about to become fossilized

again, I hastened to repeat my former ques-
tion. Mr. Kudd gazed abstractedly at the
seat and then at me.

"Mayn't I come up," 1 said, "it's so close
inside the van. and I would rather ride be-

side you, Mr. Rudd?" Then, without giving
him time for a refusal, I leapt up and nestled
beside him.

Mr. Rudd made no protest he simply said,
"Move on, mare," and the mare moved on
forthwith.

We had left Falmouth behind us, and were
moving cumbrously along the high road.
Looking to the right and to the left I could
see nothing but undulating sweeps of land,
bleak and barren, with the stony highway
stretching before us, and winding about, ser-

pent fashion, until it was lost to view. We
were traveling westward, evidently, and, as
far as prospect went we might be going for-
ward into the desert There was not a cart
or horse or human being to be seen any-
where ; and the only sound was the rattle of
the wagon, as it passed along over the rough
road.

It was past mid-da- y, and the sun was as
hot as it had been any day that summer. As
I felt it scorching my face and head, I look-

ed at my companion, and marveled again.
His huge ulster-coa- t was buttoned up to his
chin, and his great round face was shaded by
his broad felt hat He was by no means a

g man, and he was still young
only or thereabouts. His
skin was tanned and weather-beate- and his
eyes were fixed pon the mare with his ha-
bitual dreamy stare.

Finding it was useless to expect him to
talk, I sat for a time quietly by his side,
watching, with some amount of interest, the
rough and stony track we were following;
then, when we had covered a mile or so, the
mare went along at a walk, and I leapt light-
ly into the road and kept pace beside her.

My change of position once more aroused
my companion from his trance; he turned
his eye slowly upon me, and said:

"I reckon you knaw a deal?"
I replied, modestly, that I knew a thing or

two.
"1 wonder naw," he said, "whether you

can writef
1 answered with some decision that I cer-

tainly could, at which I thought his face felt
"Poetry, naw?" he inquired. "V arses

like?" I

I replied, that though I was able to write a
capital hand, 1 had only once or twice aspired
to original composition; at which he chuck-
led delightedly, then, fixing his eyes with a
fascinated glare upon my face, he repeated
in a high shrill voice the following lines:
"To Missus Pcndrag-on- , "who's always so pleas-

ant,
John Rudd. of St. Gurlott's, brings this little

prewnt.
May her life be as sweet as bert snirar can be.
And the only hot water be mixed wi her teal

"What do you think o' that?" he asked,
anxiously. .

"Very good," 1 replied. "Where did you I

read it? In a book?"
"I didn't read 'un master, I trots 'un," he

replied. "Leastways, I should ha' wrote 'un
if I could write. Naw, you'm a smart chap, i

pr'aps you could take them lines dawn?"
"Of course I could," I replied. Whereup- -

on 1 produced a pencil from my waistcoat
pocket and, asking Mr. Rudd to repeat the
verse again, I transcribed it on the back of
an old letter.

When I handed up the paper to Mr. Rudd,
his face became positively gleeful.

"You're a smart chap," he repeated, "nawt
much doubt o that"

"Do you make much poetry?" I asked.
He nodded his head slowly.
"A goodish bit," he replied; "leastways, I

should if I'd alius a smart 'un like you at
hand to take 'un dawn. But I'm naw band
at setting dawn at it, and it dawn't alius
keep in my head. 'Tis a gift" he continued.
"It all began when i were a lad,
np and dawn Falmouth way wi' father.
Then I used to hear the old wagon go turn
to turn alawng the road, and the warses they
came and kept time. Lord! to think o' the
thousands of bootifui pomes I ha' made;
they'd make a wallutn; and I've got 'em all
here in my bead, thick as bees in a beehive,
all --hozzing together, one atop a' t'other."
, "Do you live at St Gurlott's, Mr. Rudd?

"Iss, young, master; 1 drives this here van
three times a week to Falmouth and back.'

"Then perhaps I'll be able to take down
some of your poems for you. I am going to
Bve there, too, you know r

This idea pleased the drowsy giant im-

mensely. He was about to expatiate upon
it, when a heavy rain-dro- p failing on his
hand brought him bark from the clouds.

"Lawd love the lad r he exclaimed, "how
we be Here, jump up, young
master, we'm got a good twelve mile afore
as yet and a black night prawtnising to
come."
. I took the hand which he extended to me,
and which .looked like a giant's paw, and
sprung up to my seat beside him.

"Hurry op, Martha," he said, "get on, old
garI," and the mare's slow walk broke into a
trot, which caused the wagon to rattle and
shake, and my teeth to clatter in my head.

The prospect still continued bleak, but it
was now not quite so desolate. To the right
and left of us still stretched the bleak moor-

land, but now it was broken up by green, hil-
locks and belts of woodland. Here and there
on the meadows were cattle grazing, while at
intervals were whitewashed cottages- - with
little gardens running down to the roadside:
From time to time we iounded some quiet
bay, and caught a glimpse of the sea. Pres-
ently far ahead of us, I saw clustering
houses, from the midst of which arose a
church spire.

"What fa that r' I asked. .

Ee"Ml to know try ins'jrt vttiat I
r ar t, f..r te replied wiljoet tLl z t's eyes
.t :r tr---.-

-.
.. ...

worrit The Lawd's under the earth as well
as above it and 11 take care of father, never
fearP'

Unseen in my corner, I slipped on my
clothes; but by the time I had done so, my
uncle had left the cottage, Annie was still
there, and she took me to a little bedroom up-
stairs, where I washed, and brushed my hair.

again to the quaint old kitchen,
I found my aunt just com? in from feeding
the poultry. She gave a kindly nod; then,
sitting down at ttie table, drew me gently to
her, and, pushing the hair off my forehead,
looked thoughtfully into my face,

"Let me look at "ee by daylight lad ! Ay,I was right you be as like your poor father
as one pea is like aiuther. Lawd forbid you
should e'er be half as clever!"

"Why not mother?" asked Annie, who
was looking on with a smile.

"Because he were tooclevertosattledown.
He rambled up and dawn like a moor pony,
till the Lawd took un, and ne'er make him-
self a home; and when he died, there was
none of his kith and kin near him to close
his eyes. That, lad, sit dawn and take your
breakfast We'll try to make a man of 'ee,
for my poor sister's sakax"

This sudden allusion to my dead parents,
coupled with the strangeness of my sur
roundings, brought before me more forcibly
than ever tne utter lorlornness of my posi-
tion, and sent the tears starting to my eves.
I fancy Annie noticed this, for she quickly
changed the subject asked her mother for
some more hot scones, and pnt a chair for me
at the table.

This diversion gave me ample time to re
cover myself. Feeling heartily ashamed of
my exhibition of weakness, I swallowed the
lump in my throat dashed the back of my
hand across my eyes, and determined from
that hour forth to remember that tears did
not become "a man."

The breakfast was appetizing perhaps
from the very strangeness of it Never be-
fore in my life had 1 had placed before me,
at eight o'clock in the morning, a meal of
hot scones, boiled potatoes, and mil k ; yet I
mightily pleased aiy aunt by disposing of
enough to keep me going tor the rest of the
day.

"Ah ! fad." she exclaimed, as her bright
eye kindled with pleasure, "you'sgawt some
Cornish blood in 'ee, after all, and can eat
yourvittles with a relish. You'm got no
proud stomach, my lad, and will be a man
like your uncle before lawng."'

The breakfast being over, my aunt and
Annie busied themselves with "setting things
to rights;" and, feeling somewhat in the
way, I took my cap and strolled out, to find
out if I could what sort of a country 1 had
been landed in.

The kitchen door opened directly into the
"back yard," as they called It and here I
found the poultry leisurely picking up the
grain which my aunt had given them before
breakfast Here I found, too, a mongrel
puppy, a sort of cross between a collie and a
greyhound, it seemed to me, which, the mo-

ment 1 made my appearance, came wriggling,
serpent fashion, about my feet

I passed through the yard, round to the
front of the house, the puppy following close
at my heels. The trout of the cottage was
very trim and neat; and there was a very
small garden here, which was tolerably well
cultivated; 1 afterward learned it belonged
to Annie, and owed its pretty appearance en
tirely to her hands. It was a curious illus
tration of the mingling in her of the useful
and ornamental. She was passionately fond
of flowers, ami two-thir- of her little garden
was devoted to them, while in the other third
were beds of mustard and cress, radishes,
and celery, with which she regularly supplied
"relishes" for the table.

Having made a rapid survey of the little
garden, I turned my eyes on the prospect be-

fore and beside me. The cottage, which
stood alone on a slight eminence, was faced
immediately by the high road which swept
past and curved on to the village, which lay
some quarter of a mile to the left Immedi-
ately before me was what seemed to me a
dark expanse of morass, bleak and barren
enough, and dotted here and there with
clumps of stunted trees. Beyond was the
sea, calm, told, and glimmering like steet

I strolled carelessly along the road, amus-

ing myself from time to time by throwing a
stick and.trying to teach the puppy to re-

trieve. A couple of hundred yards from the
cottage 1 came to an iron gate, surrounded
by a plantation of s, and with a long
avenue leading I knew not whither. Here 1

paused, and, without thinking, threw the
stick as far as I could up the avenue. But
the puppy crouched at my feet and declined
to stir. So I opened the gate and went in.

I had not gone many yards when a sharp
voice arrested me.

"Here, I say, ,ouF it cried. "What are
you doing here?"

1 looked up, and saw a boy about my own
age, dressed like a young gentleman. He
had black hair, black eyebrows that came
close together, and a hanging lip. 1 saw at
once, by his dress and manner, that he was
no miner's son.

"Look here, you're trespassing, you know,"
he conitnued; then, suddenly. "Why, you
don't belong to St. Gurlott's. What's your
name?"

I told my name, and added that I was a

stranger, having come to the village only
last night to live with my uncle and aunt
Pendragon. In a moment his face changed;
a contemptuous sneer curled his lip as he
said :

"Old Pendragon's boy, eh?" then, "What
do you mean by wearing those clothes? I
thought you were a gentleman !"

His tone, more than his words, roused "all

the latent pride of my nature. Flushing to
the temples, 1 turned on him. .

"I am as much a gentleman as you," I
said.

"What!"
"Oh, I'm not afraid of you ! Do you know

what they'd do with you where 1 come from?
They'd thrash you and send you to bed, to
learn better manners."

He clinched his list and advanced threat-
eningly toward me. Then, looking at me
from head to foot, and finding that at all
events I was his superior in point of physical
strength, he changed his mind. 1 whistled
.up the puppy, and walked away.

When I reached the cottage again, I came
face to face with Annie.

"Where have you been?" she asked.
I told her I had been rambling idly about

She nodded brightly.
"I've got no work to do ," she said;

"leastways not much. If you like, 1 11 ask
mother to let me come out and go for a
walk."

"Do," I said ; and off she flew.
She was a long time gone so long I began

to fear the permission had been denied. She
came at length, however, when 1 saw the
cause of her delay. Her print frock had been
exchanged for a stout gown. She wore a
pair of silk gloves, and a hat which was evi
dently Intended for Sundays only. As my
eye wandered over these tilings, she blushed
and tried to appear unconscious.

"Which way shall we go?" she said.
1 was so perfectly unacquainted with the

district that the question seemed to me ab
surd. I left the choice to her.
; "Which way do you like best?" I said.

She pointed with her hand.
T like to go tliere," she said, "to walk on

the shore." .

"On the shore."
"Yes, don't you see that glittering ovei

there? Thai's the sea. though it looks Dke a
bit of the common now it's so stilL I like to

go there and walk on the shore, and see the
ships pass along, and listen to the washing
of the waves on the stones."

We accordingly started off across the moor-

land toward the sea, and after a mile's walk
reached the cliffs. -

Wild and desolate, they overhung the
ocean, which was at high tide. A narrow
path through the rocks led down to the wa-

ter's edge. Descending it with the sea-gul- ls

hovering over us, we reached the shore, and
found there a sandy creek and a solitary
wooden house. We looked np; the crags rose
above onr heads right np Into the blue heav-

en. Then we turned our faces toward the

"It isn't like the sea. is it?" I asked, as we
stood side by side; "it looks like a big broad
river."

"Now," she assented; "but it isn't always
like this. The waves are sometimes as high
a houses, and they roar like wild beasts.
Then there's been ships, big ships that go to
India, broken' np here on the rocks, and
drowned men and women have been east
ashore."
; "Have you teen them?"
"No; I've only heard tell of them. When

the winds are blowing like that and the
wrecks come, mother and me stop in the
bouse to pray for father PV

"My uncle? Why, he's a miner."
' "Yes; but he's one ' the life-bo- at men.too,
'cause he's so strong. Look at that wooden
house; that's where tfiey keep the life-boa- t"

In following the direction Indicated by her
pointing finger, my eye fell upon something
else besides the house which contained the
life-boa- t, a rude coble lay floating in the wa-

ter a few yards from where we stood. It was
attached to an Iron ring driven into the rocks.

"Whose boat to that?" I asked.
"Oh, that belongs to John Rudd, the car-

rier; him that brought yon to our house."
- "Why, what does he do with a boat?"
"Nothing; only he found it drifting in

front the sea. Then the master took it away
from him, saying it was his, and offered it
for sale; as nobody wanted It he got n dsck
an in bv ua '.132 a Iit;l to fce earr."

finally, that there was one large turreted i

mansion rising up from a belt of greenwood.
"What house is that?" I asked.
"That? Oh, that is the master's house"
"The master?"
"Yes; Mr. Kedruth,the master of the mine.

Besides that" she added, "he's the master 'o
the whole place,"

"Does he live there?"
"Yes; a good part of the year."
"Anybody else?"
The mistress."

"That's all-"-

"Yes; except at holiday times, when the
young master comes home from school. He's
home now."

Having a suspicion in my mind, I asked
her what the young master was like, and she
gave nie an accurate description of the boy I
had encountered a few hours before, a said
nothing just then of my adventure; and, aft-
er this, we fell to dreaming again. Annie
looked down into theses, while I watched
the shore, past which we were lazily drift-
ing. Suddenly my eye w.us attracted to a
huire black nuiss. which rose like an ominous
shadow between me and the horizon, I ask-

ed Annie what it was, and she replied:
"The mine:"
To her the word had a world of uieaniug;

to uie it had none. It simply awakened in
me a keen desire for knowledge, which 1 im-

mediately wanted to gratify.
"The mine!" I said. "1 never thought

about the mine before, or we might have
gone to see it We'll pull in and go now;,
shall we?" j

To my amazements she half nse from her
seat, and put out her hands, as if to stop uie.

"No, no!" she cried, "we won't go tliere
not to the mine!" j

Her face was w hite,and she was trembling,
though she was wrapt in the sun's rays as 111

a warm mantle of gold. I

"What's the matter.Aunic?-- ' 1 asked. "Are
you afraid'.'"' j

"Yes," she said, "I am afraid of it be--'

cause I know it is cruel. It is like a great
black mouth ; it seems to ask you to come
down, and then it crushes you and you die.
1 have seen strong men like my father go
down into it happy and laughing, and then
afterward I have seen them brought up dead,
all so black and changed ami dreadful. Oh,
don't talk about it, I can't bear it!"

She shivered again, and covered her eyes
with her trembling band, as if to shut out
the sight

During this conversation, I had been pull-
ing steadily onward, so that the boat was
now opimsite the cliff surmounted by the
mine. I turned the boat's bow shoreward;.
men, auer a stroke or two, i rested on my
oars and looked up.

We were now right below the cliff, and the
view from our point of antage was strange
indeed.

On tho very summit of the crags I saw the
raining apparatus overhanging the sea. First,
a chimney, smoking loftily at the top; then
another, smoking less loftily half-wa- y down;
then, lower down, almost close to the sea In
fact a third smoking chimney, connected
with what appeared to me to lie a small min-

ing office. On one side of the cliff, tall lad-
ders were placed, to enable the miners to
ascend from, and descend to, the store; and
he must have a sure foot and strong hand
who could comfortably tread those ladders,
round by round, the sea roaring under him,
and almost flinging its cpray after him as he
went higher anil higher. Taking in the
whole external apparatus in one view, chains
and pulleys, chimneys and cottages posts
and winding machines, seemed to be scatter-
ed over the whole face of the cliff, like the
spreading lines of an immense spider's web,
while in some parts mules and their riders
were trotting up and down a rocky track
where the pedestrian visitor would scarcely
have dared to tread.

1 turned giddy, even at sight of it 1 rub-
bed my eyes and looked again at my cousin.

Her trembling agitation had passed off,
and she was looking at me.

"It was silly of me to talk like that" sbe
said; "but I can't help it Sometimes, when
I think o' them poor men that have been
brought up, and remember that father is
there, it a'most makes me scream !"

"But there's no danger," I said, "ntrwV'
"There's always danger 1" she returned.

'Tom Penruddock said so, and I told father,
but he only laughed. Ah, but I've seen oth-
ers laugh tto them as is lyiug now in the
churchyard!"

This conversation, sad as it was, had its
fascination for me. It made nie want to
know mote about the mystery of the mine.
What 1 saw, indeed, was not the mine itself,
but only Its outer machinery. The main
shaft Annie told me, ouied down into the
solid earth, from the- body of the cliff, and
was covered by a trap-doo-r, from w hich dizzy
ladders led down into the subterranean dark-
ness.

CHAPTER VI.
FIRST GLIMPSE OF TIIE MINK. I'MtEU THE

SKA.

It must not be suptiosed that my uncle and
aunt although they had adopted me, could
afford to allow me to eat for very long the
bread of idleness. Had it been necessary,
they would willingly have shared w ith me
their slender means; but it was not neces-
sary. I was fourteen years of ate, I had re-

ceived a gfxnl education, and I was in every
way fitted to earn my bread. But what could
I do? My inclination was for the sea. I
longed to become a sailor: not because I had
any particular love of ships, but because I
had some wild idea that it might ultimately
be the means of bringing me to Madeline.
Besides, I must own that I was not exactly
proud of my newly found relations and a
home which was so different h Minister's,
Sometimes at night when I sat furtively
watching my uncle smoking his pipe In the
ingle, and my aunt darning the stockings, I
fell to wondering what the boys would say
if they saw them, and my cheeks burned
with shame. It was on one of these even-

ings I ventured to express my wish to go to
sea. My aunt threw up her hands in horror.

"Lawd love the lad !" she cried ; "if he
be'aint like his father a'ready! Y'ou'd like
to gaw to say, would ye? to wander over the
face of the earth and die, like your father
did, without a roof to cawver your head? A
sailor! Lawd love 'ee, and why would you
be a sailor?"'

I stammered something about wishing to
work for my living, when my uncle cut my
explanation short by patting me on tlie head
and saying:

"Y'ou'm a good lad, I'm glad to hear 'ee
talk saw; but there's no cause for 'ee to gaw
to say. You'm a comin' to wark wi' me,
HughT'

"In the mineP' I exclaimed in delight, for
my strong desire to go down the shaft was

growing; but my uncle shook his head.
"Xaw, naw, lad; the mine be only for big

coarse men like nie; a slip of a lad like you
will be better whar you'm gawing into the
awfiee." .

"The office P' I repeated, my ardor being
considerably damped.

"Have 'ee fixed it all, Tawm?" asked my
aunt

I ' "Iss, mother, I fixed It wi' the master this
' fawrenoon. Hugh can gaw on Monday and

begin."
Thus it will be seen that my destiny was

mapped out for me. On the Monday I began
my duties as under-cler- k, with but little sat
isfaction to myself - beyond the fact that 1
contributed six shillings a week toward the

I household expenditure. Thus my new life
began, a life which promised to be unevent
ful enough. At first I chafed somewhat; but
time, that healer of all things, brought solace
to me. As months rolled on, the memory of
Munster' s began to grow dim; and when I
thought of Madeline it was of some lovely
vision seen in a dream.

Monotonous as my days promised to be.
soon managed to infuse a little pleasure into
them, principally with the aid of my friend
and ally, honest John Rudd; for we soon be-
came close chums. He conceived a great re
spect for me, partly on account of my super
ior education, and partly because I rendered
him such valuable assistance in the transcrip
tion of his poems. He placed his boat en-

tirely at my disposal, also lent me his gun, a
rusty old Joe Man ton, which I kept in secret,
and with which I used to amuse myself in
the evenings when my work was done. '

But the one great fascination for me waa
the mine. It was becoming a sort of "Frank
enstein," haunting me by night and by day;
I oAtav it KafAra ma ma J oat trnfinflr in tiTT fit- -

fice, and when I was asleep at night I saw it
In my dreams, opening Its huge black jaws
and preparing to crush away some hapless
life. The more I heard ot it the stronger
grew my wish to f ce fo. myself those

'dark bowels of tb
J! Again and agai 1, 4 nered my uncle to

take me down, bv

ever, one Sunday
and to my tr.t
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